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Rural Apostolate Part of Lay Catholic Action 


by Catherine de Hueck 


So many of our readers 


have been writing and ask-|... 


ing questions regarding the 
Rural Apostolate that, in the 
July issue of Restoration, I 
began an answer to them. I 
was going to be brief and 
matter of fact. But I found 
this could not be done. For 
when you deal with God and 
the things of God, you can 
never be quite matter of fact, 
and seldom brief. 

For the subject matter is 
all engrossing. Then again, 
no sooner do you touch any 
part of it, than you must 
present the WHOLE from 
which that part stems. So I 
decided to do just that in 
my first article on the Rural 
Apostolate, namely, try to 
present first THE WHOLE 
VISION OF THE LAY 
APOSTOLATE in general, 
and to continue from there; 
discussing, informally, the 
rural part in which our 
many readers seem to be so 
interested ... thus running 
a little series, as it were, of 
articles on these vital mat- 
ters. 

The definition of THE 
RURAL APOSTOLATE par- 
takes of course, of the gen- 
eral definition of Catholic 
Action ...IT IS THE PAR- 
TICIPATION OF THE 
LAITY IN THE APOSTO- 
LATE OF THE HIERARCHY, 
the ultimate aim of, which 
is THE RESTORATION OF 
THE WORLD IN CHRIST. 
In the case of rural work, 
the aim is the specific res- 
toration of any given area 
in any given country. 

Begin With Prayer 


As with all other “parts” 
of the WHOLE APOSTO- 
LATE, the rural one begins 
with the apostle himself. 
Friendship House, Comber- 
mere, Canada, is no except- 
ion to this important and 
general rule. Hence we who 
are working in this part of 
the Lord’s vineyard, like our 
brethren of FH in the cities, 
begin with a life of prayer, 
of reform of self, and from 
there proceed toward our 
neighbors. We endeavor first 
TO BE before the Lord, and 
then TO DO for the Lord. 

But what is there TO DO 
in this rural apostolate, the 
impatient reader asks. Per- 
haps his idea of the country 
is limited to the two short 
weeks of his vacation, dur- 
ing which he observes pic- 
turesque farms located amid 
beautiful scenery, with 
charming. notes of sleek 
cattle byowsing in green 
fields, and sunburned, bare- 
footed, ¢arefree youngsters, 
happily/skipping along sun- 
drenched country roads. 
WHY AN APOSTOLATE TO 
THESE BEAUTIFUL PARTS 
AND ‘THESE CONTENTED 
PEOPLE? 

Very simple. In our days 





of unrest, darkness and fears 
of nationalism, atheism, 
racism, materialism, secular- 
ism, and modern paganism, 
propagated to the remotest 
parts of the world via radios, 
movies, and the press... the 
apostle in the rural areas 
has first and foremost “to 
make straight the way of 
the Lord” in the hearts, the 


‘minds, and the souls of the 


people, and endeavor to 
bring them back into God’s 
highway lest they too be 
lost, as are their city broth- 





graphs are beginning, I hope, 
to clarify some questions for 
our readers. Clearer too must 
become the program of 
Friendship House, Comber- 
mere, Canada. Now you see 
why we must have libraries 
here, lending ones, for adults 
and children, why a clothing 
room for distribution of 
clothing, why so many of 
the things we have been 
writing about. 

Education, always a part 
of the Lay Apostolate, enters 





Seek 


the King 


and His 
ustice 


the Rural field with a ven- 


ye first 





ers, in the ways where dark- 


ness dwells. 
Roots Grow Deep 

This involves the starting 
of libraries, study clubs, lec- 
ture forums, and such other 
services, as can become 
weapons in this fight for 
men’s minds. These are al- 
most more vitally important 
in the country than in the 
city, due to their remoteness 
from seats of learning. Their 
distance, even from one an- 
other, causes the above men- 
tioned “isms” often to- be- 
come magnified and hence 
harder to combat. Racism 
and nationalism are cases in 
point, for instance. With 
clanishness having deeper 
roots, with customs and 
mores being more rigid, 
both evils are of deeper 
growth. 


Poverty and its fruits, dis- 
content, restlessness, anger 
—are just as acute as in the 
cities, and perhaps appear 
more obscene against the 
background of beautiful 
scenery. Again this means 
that the Apostolate will try 
to remedy these conditions 
through the seven corporal 
works of mercy. 

Already these few para- 





geance. Education in cooper- 
atives will help solve the 
problem of poverty; amidst 
plenty. Education in credit 
unions will free the farmer 
from vested city interests 
and absentee landlords, 
bringing independence, se- 
curity, and a better under- 
standing of the usefulness, 
naturalness, joys, and needs 
of the whole rural life. 

These Magic Days 


Education in the rural 
schools,’ even parochial in 
the U.S.A., and “Separate” 
schools in Canada, leaves 
much to be desired. Its cur- 
riculum is still gaited with 
an eye to the cities, em- 
phazing and_ preparing 
people for a life within its 
choking embrace rather than 
in their own rural orbit, and 
being gravely responsible 
for that tragedy of our days 
.. . THE CONSTANT EXO- 
DUS OF FARMING YOUTH 
TO THE CITY, which any- 
one travelling through the 
country districts can see in 
the shape of abandoned 
farms and untilled dying 
land. These cry out for a 
RURAL APOSTOLATE. 

The establishment of Cana 
movements, of retreats, of 
recreation for youth and 





The revival 
almost lost ast of handi- 
crafts, that would both 
satisfy the creative urge of 
country folks and bring 
added incomes to those who 
need them. All these must 
become part and parcel of 
the Rural Apostolate. All 
these ‘are on the program of 
Friendship House, Comber- 
mere, Canada. 

But the Rural Apostolate 
stretches even further, and 
stands ready to help another 
“part of the whole” (as 
should all lay-apostolates) 
namely the BACK-TO-THE- 
LAND MOVEMENT. This be- 
gins its work in the cities 
and ends by handing its 
fruits to the RURAL APOS- 
TOLATE, which is ready to 
take over such people as 
have decided that life on 
the land is one of the most 


adults. 


|natural types of Christian 


life, and one that leads most 
directly to the restoration of 
the individual, the family, 
and hence the world, to 
Christ. 

Such in brief are the 
functions and duties of THE 
RURAL APOSTOLATE. In 
these “works” Friendship 
House, Canada, is engaged. 
Yet never let us _ forget 
THAT IT ALL GOES TO- 
GETHER ... ALL IS PART 
OF A WHOLE... A GLORI- 
OUS WHOLE AT THAT... 
KNOWN AS THE LAY 
APOSTOLATE OF THE 
HOLY ROMAN CATHOLIC 
CHURCH, COMMISSIONED 
BY CHRIST HIMSELF ... 
AND RECALLED TO ARMS 
BY THE LAST TWO POPES. 


Oa’ The 
Credit Side 


(By W..C. Dwyer) 





“TI have lived in the 
country all my life and never 
heard of the rural aposto- 


.|late.” Thus writes a corres- 


pondent' to the “Rural De- 
livery” column. If it is any 
consolation to that writer to 
know that she is not alone 
in the world, I hasten to say 
that her number is legion. 

I do not admit, mind you, 
that the statement is true 
to fact, but the number of 
those who IMAGINE that 
they never heard of the 
rural apostolate is great 
indeed. 

All those who have read 
or heard the Gospels of 
Christ; all those who have 
attempted the practise of 
Christianity have learned 
about the Christian rural 


apostolate. — We maintain, 


you see, that the said apos- 
tolate is nothing else but the 
restoration of Christian life 
in rural areas. 

It may seem strange to 


of the} 


do not see, 





state that the Faith of rural 
Canada needs rejuvenation, 
when the supposition was 
that the only regions pro- 
ducing anything like real 
religion were the rural sec- 
tions. “Can it be possible,” 
we heard it said, “that Chris- 
tianity has faded somewhat 
or been smeared with the 
film of Time’s traffic, out in 
our country parishes? Have- 
n’t most of our priests and 
religious come from these 
parishes, which cannot be 
anything else but good? No, 
we refuse to believe it. The 
Faith of the country people 
is quiet, if you will, but 
simple and without pre- 
tense.” 
That Godless Urge 

Yes, it is simple alright, 
so simple it has become 
childish (in the wrong 
sense), and quite incapable 
of withstanding the godless 
urge of the day... And 
there is_ so little pretense 
about the religion of rural 
people that it has become 
scandalous. Nothing seems 
to arouse them from their 
“hay-foot, straw-foot” atti- 
tude of plodding along, with 
their ears drooping and 
their eyes down on the sheep 
trail. Only the jingle of 
money, or the breaking or 
shifting of a line fence will 
pick up their ears or quicken 
their step. 

The unfilled task of the 
Church today is to awaken . 
the rural people to the con- 
sciousness of the need of 
action, in the practical appli- 
cation .of the Gospel of 
Christ. 

The people gaze upon, but 
the need for 
restoration. They look 
through the colored glass of 
the pagan propagandist and 
thus fail to see the Way of 
Christ in the things of daily 
life. Their ears hear the call 
of the Church to battle, but 
that call is lost amid the 
roar of closer sounds to their 
ear-drums—the jangling of 
self-interest tunes, in their 
own heads. What they see 
with their eyes does not 
register on the retina of their. 
minds. What they hear with 
their ears makes no impres- 
sion on their sensibilities. 
Otherwise they would have 
known that there was a 
Christian rural apostolate. 

The Peril Exists 

We are hoping by this 
little paper and a lot of 
prayer, to create in town and 
country, a consciousness of 
existing peril, and then to 
outline, as a safeguard, the 
Christian rural Way of Life. 

Many today have lost the 
power to recognize in social, 
economic and even spiritual 
life the clear-cut, age-old 
teachings of the Church. 
The failure of this age of 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


Like an arid desert, the old Testament. stretches 
out, with psalmist after psalmist and prophet after 
prophet crying for the fulfillment of God's most 
comforting promise, that ‘He will send peace to His 
people. The Messiah . . . the Prince of Peace... 1S 
their hearts’ desire. 

The night He came... the angels’ wings made 
immense, shimmering, designs against the soft dark 
Palestine sky ... filling it with a light never seen 
before by human eyes... as they sang the words of 
fulfillment ... GLORY TO GOD IN THE HIGHEST 
... AND PEACE ON EARTH TO MEN OF GOOD 
WILL. 


That song was to be but the first bar of Christ’s 
constant refrain of PEACE, that swelled into a mighty 
song in the seventh Beatitude—‘BLESSED ARE THE 
PEACE-MAKERS FOR THEY SHALL BE CALLED 

THE CHILDREN OF GOD.” 


Of all the qualifications of His Messianic King- 
dom, our Lord seemed to have liked best that of 
PEACEFULNESS. It was His universal and tenderest 
greeting—‘Peace be to you!”’.. . “Have peace amongst 
you.” ... “My peace I leave you, My peace I give unto 
you.” .. . The Gospels are full of this tenderhearted 


warm little word, that does not simply mean the 
absence of strife, but SO MUCH MORE .... for its 
real meaning ... IS HAPPINESS. 


Happiness, the one thing men seek today 


hungrily, madly. Alas, far away from its real Source. 
Behold our radio, our movies, our literature . . . filled 
with erzatz, with synthetic remedies, suggestions, 
advice, that are all supposed to bring happiness. They 
succeed in making her more elusive than a will-o- 
the wisp. For it is not to be found in the things they 
speak about so glibly. Nor can it be said to abide 
here, there, over that hill, or in this valley. No. It is 
right WITHIN us. To find it—we must arise and 
turning our faces INWARD, go in search of it, into 
the very depths of our OWN souls ... WHERE GOD 
INDWELLS. 


It is a long journey, and there are many dark 


and dangerous places along the way, hence we must 
take with us the lamp of LOVE which will light our 
path and direct our halting footsteps ... FOR WHERE 
LOVE IS, GOD IS... AND WHERE GOD IS, PEACE 
IS... AND SO ARE ITS FRUITS .. . JUSTICE. 


He who possesses these is indeed A CHILD OF 
GOD. But before we can attain to this possession we 
must make peace with God, thus being also at peace 
with ourselves. And we must share this, our fruit of 
grace, with the whole world ... becoming that 
synonym for a Christian—A PEACE-MAKER. 


Peace is not a negative thing, nor a _ passive 
one. On the contrary it is the flame of the torch of 
zeal. Lift it high. Let the whole world see its beauty. 
Give its light to the multitudes that walk the earth 
in darkness of despair. For it is yours to make, to have 
and to give! 


Is there one thing you can think of. . . that 
you...I...the world... desires above all things? 
Listen in silence to the cry of the multitudes ... Hear 
it? ... “PEACE! GIVE US PEACE!” That is the loud- 
est cry to come today from all parts of this scarred 
earth of ours! 


You and I can give them this peace they beg 
for so pitifully, because in our sinful hands we hold 
LOVE ...hold GOD...hold PEACE. For we have 
been baptized in THE NAME OF THE FATHER, THE 
SON, AND THE HOLY GHOST, CATHOLICS ALL. 
VESSELS OF TRUTH ...OF LIFE...OF LOVE... 
OF . PEACE. 


Oh let us become PEACE-MAKERS, lest we 
too shall be without peace... which means to be 
without happiness, without love, without God... to 
be barren. Lord have mercy on us. Give us the grace 
to be at peace with You, with ourselves, with our 
neighbors and to be heavy with the fruit of peace, 
sharing these in Charity with all, so that we may 
spend our days in Thy peace and in Thy service. 
AMEN. 























by Eddie 


“We are onithe outskirts 
of our own parish,” writes 
Margaret Winters, one of my 
favorite reporters, ‘“‘and daily 
Mass would be difficult if 
we were not fortunate in 
having a little Mexican 
church just two short blocks 
from our home.” 

I know the church. It lifts 
its cross on fhe edge of the 
Mexican colony in Los An- 
geles, the old center of the 
city, a quaint and beautiful 
place that attracts thousands 
of tourists. It is far from 
Hollywood; and, to me, a 
much more. interesting 
region. 

“All during May. and 
June,” Mrs. Winters says, 
“there were devotions at the 
little church—in May, to Our 
Lady, to whom the Mexicans 
have a great devotion; and 
in June tothe Sacred Heart. 

“While the rosary was 
being recited, at the end of 
each decade a hymn was 
sung in Spanish, and little 
girls in white, with long 
veils, entered the sanctuary 
and placed flowers at the 
feet of Our Lady of Guadal- 
upe. And every evening 
came a shy, smiling little 
boy of five, with his grand- 
mother. At first he sat on 
the floor in the aisle, and 
played with a little toy truck, 
until the crossing bell an- 
nounced the coming of: the 
Santa Fe train; then he 
raced down the aisle and 
out to the church steps to 
watch the train pass. 

The ‘Boy Grows Up 


“Coming back into the 
church, he gave us all a 
lovely smile, sure that we 
were all in complete sym- 
pathy-with his joy. Later in 
the month he became in- 
terested in watching the 
children placing the flowers, 
and lost all interest in his 
little truck. 

“Came June, and the firs 
night our little friend came 
in with such a smile of com- 
plete and perfect happiness 
that the congregation knew 
at once. that something very 
special was happening!- 
When his coat was removed, 
and he stood revealed in all 
the splendor of a new suit, 
with a red ribbon band di- 
agonally across his back and 
chest, the reason for his joy 
was clear. He was going to 
join the older children and 
place flowers before the 
Sacred Heart! 

“To the Mexicans time is 
not- too important, so it 
usually happened that the 
flower bearers straggled in 
at any time from tthe first to 
the fifth mystery. On this, 
our little senor’s first night, 
no one except himself was 
there for the first mystery. 
Every eye was on him. What 
would he do — this mere 
baby, with no other child to 
follow? 

“But we need not have 
worried. He rose in all his 
five year old dignity, advan- 
ced to the altar, genuflected, 
approached the Sacred Heart 
statue, placed his flowers, 
joined his two little palms, 
and, genuflecting again, re- 
turned to His pew. There he 
turned and faced the congre- 
gation and gave us each a 
beaming, triumphant smile! 
The congregation breathed 
again, and smiled too; and 
perhaps our Lord in the tab- 
ernacle, smiled also.” 

A Boy in Combermere 

Somehow, reading Miss 
Winter’s letter, one thinks of 
little boys—and little girls— 
in other parts of the world; 
children who never heard of 
Our Lady or the Sacred 
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Heart, and who never will. 








Doherty 


One thinks of those “wolf 
packs” of hungry children in 
Europe and Asia who make 
forays on the towns, some- 
times, to steal food or 
clothes, who “grow up like 
beasts, hungry, fearful, des- 
perate, murderous, and woe- 
fully ignorant of all that is 
their birthright, , 

This particular scribe 
thinks of a little boy who 
served early Mass for Father 
Dwyer in-the Church of the 
Sacred Heart, in Comber- 
mere, on a bright summer 
morning somé years ago. He 
was a boy with bare feet; 


and he served so sweetly and 


solemnly, and with such 
alertness, and such simple 
beauty. of movement, that I 
thought of a barefoot Boy 
in Nazareth, going solemnly 
and gracefully about His 
Father’s business. 








This same scribe also 
thinks of a boy in Boston, 
whose letter came in the 
same mail as that from Los 
Angeles. Let me quote a few 
paragraphs. am 

A Boy of Sixty-five 

“For a period of four or 
five years I never missed a 
single day, summer or 
winter, in attending every 
Mass possible for me to get 
to. ‘Get to’ means that when 
no extra Masses were avail- 
able in my own parish I 
looked in the obits of one or 
more papers to see where I 
could find another one — or 


more! All this as a ‘first in-|; 


tention’ for Our Lady of 
Fatima, and as a response 
to her message. 

“T had been, doing this for 
one year — and suddenly I 
was serving Mass! 


“When you reach 65 and 
have never had the privilege 
of serving Mass, nor even 
dreamed of it—well, imagine 
how I felt! One morning, in 
the chapel of Our’ Lady of} 
Lourdes I was.attending an 
unscheduled Mass. I saw in 
the sacristy, someone moving 
around in the darkness. I 
recognized him as a priest 
I knew well. He saw me, 
grinned, and beckoned me. 

“He asked me to serve his 
Mass, commanded me to ‘go 
out there and light the 
candles.’ And so I ‘offered 
up my first Mass’ as an altar 
boy for and of Our Lady. 
The rest of the story is a 
Dream!” 

The World Comes Here 

Since that day he has 
served at more than 1200 
Masses “without ever once 
having had on a cassock or 
surplice, even as a try-on.” 

Strange, isn’t it, that a 
guy can lie on his back here 
on these five acres day after 
day, yet see such places as 
the little Mexican church in 
Los Angeles, or the church 
of Our Lady of Lourdes in 
Boston—live in the back 
bush of Canada and have 
the whole Catholic world 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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.| seldom came my way, to 15th 











The B’s Corner 


As time goes by, arid the 
past stretches out,. one’s 
thoughts often make the 
pilgrimage of its sign posts, 
pausing now and then before 
a specially memorable one. 
I am no exception, and have 
been finding myself coming 
back again and .again to 
some of mine. 

There was the day when 
the saintly Archbishop Neil 
McNeil of Toronto, handed 
me a small four page pub- 
lication, suggesting that I 
read it carefully, for it spoke, 
he added, my thoughts. 


Read it I did. Every word 
of it. And then I started all 
over again. It was called 
THE CATHOLIC WORKER; 
and a woman named Dor- 
othy Day wrote much of it. 
Hers were words of liquid, 
burning fire, on God, Char- 
ity, Poverty—holy and un- 
holy—that set my heart and 
mind on fire. Her challenge 
to al Catholics to “fall in 
love with God” stirred me as 
I had seldom been stirred. I 
had to arise and go and see 
and speak to that woman. 
It was an urge I could not 
resist. / 


But I was poor myself. So 
friends rallied and the fare 
to New York City was col- 
lected. I sat up all day and 
finally came to New York, 
and made my way through 
fetid slums, a forest of push- 
and such noise as 





Street, where the first Ca- 
tholic Worker was then 
located—in a dark basement. 


I saw Dorothy Day. I will 
never forget her. Always I 
will see her as a tall thin 
woman with a strangely 
quiet face, that unexpectedly 
and suddenly 'would come 
alive with the blazing of an 
inner fire. She was poorly 
clad, in second-hand clothes 
that did not fit too well... 
but one soon forgets this, 
and everything else about 
her, drinking in her words. 

As I listened, it seemed 
that St. Francis had come 
to life again in the slums of 
New York. For surely here 
was his childlike simplicity 
. . his singing joy in the 
service of the Lord .. . his 
all-consuming charity .... 
and his beautiful poverty 

. all of them born anew 
in this quiet thin woman 
who spoke of God as if she 
had seen Him ... as if she 
were seeing Him then. 


This year in May, THE 
CATHOLIC WORKER cele- 
brated its fifteen an- 
niversary in the Lay Apos- 
tolate. Today everyone knows 
about Dorothy Day. She is 
still a subject of deep con- 
troversies. There are priests 
and Bishops who speak of 
her in tones of awe. Others 
dismiss her as a crackpot, 
with a shrug of their should- 
ers. She is both hated and 
loved, as is her child THE 
CATHOLIC WORKER. And 
as was Christ. She is a 
sword of the Lord that cuts 
clean across a_ thousand 
issues—or an axe’ of God 
that cuts straight His paths 
... Or a lamp of the Holy 
Ghost that lights the way to 
many. 

In these fifteen years we 
haven’t seen much of each 
other, Dorothy and I. The 
Apostolates in which we are 
both engaged leave little 
time to see those one loves. 
Often we have disagreed on 
vital issues, but always I. 
have and will love her and 
her child THE CATHOLIC 
WORKER with a great love. 
For they gave me cburage 
when I needed it most... 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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Summer is really here. The 
vegetable garden is a delight 
both to eye and palate. 
Strawberries, lettuce, kolh- 
rabi, peas, beans, swiss- 
chard, potatoes—all vie with 
each other, it seems, in sup- 
plying our ever-hungry 
crowd with their yields. 

I sort of feel proud of them 
too, for they are my very 
own children, except for a 
couple of rows of radishes 
that belong to Flewy. Milky 
and Silky, our pigs, are wax- 


ing fat. The bees are busy]. . 


about honey gathering, and 
the bee-man from Renfrew 
tells me we will have fifty 
pounds of honey this our 
first year; which he says, 
is sure good. 

Thank you, St. Joseph, for 
the woodshed, the ice house, 
and the cottage, which all 
finally were built, and look 
so grand. They make our 
five acres stand out, and 
look as efficient and busy as 
they really are. Thank you, 
dear Sisters the world over, 
for giving St. Joe time to 
attend to our building needs! 

July and August have been 
and will be visitors’ months 
at Madonna House. Ted 
Loveland and family dropped 
in from St. Paul, Minn. Mrs. 
May Beck and son, Tommy, 
and friend, Beth Ann Coz- 
zins, came next from Wash- 
ington, D.C. They stayed ten 
days. And what a help they 
were! God bless them. Tom- 
my, aged five, and Beth Ann, 
aged twenty, helped Frank 
Rowe, from St. F-X, Anti- 
gonish, to get the wood 
(forty cords of it), into the 
new woodshed. You should 
really see the neat tall piles 
they piled in it. May checked 
and retyped our many files. 
Now they haven’t a single 
mistake. 

Tony Constable, Dugal 
McFarlane, Father Robert 
Crowell and Father Patrick 
Shine, both of Brooklyn, 
New York, and Mike Vesiliak 
from St. Procopius Abbey in 
Lisle, Iill., all stayed a while. 
All helped with the haying, 
the wood pile, the painting 
of the' barn. Still to arrive 
are Miss Lareau from Ver- 
mont, Oleta Morton from 
Detroit, Walter Konak, Fr. 
McDonald, and Katherine 
Sears, all from Antigonish, 
N.S., and Tom Davy from 
Friendship House, Wisconsin. 
Who else is coming, we don’t 
know, but all are welcome. 

The canning and preser- 
ving season is upon us. We 
just finished with wild straw- 
berries, and are in the midst 
of blueberry and cherry can- 
ning. Raspberries, wild and 
tame, are on the list too... 
and many other fruits and 
vegetables. Come fall it will 
be hazel nuts and mush- 
rooms. When you live in holy 
poverty and depend so much 
on what the land gives you, 
all its harvest is precious 
and to be stored for the long 
winter months when money, 
always scarce, will get much 
more so. 

We are dreaming. (yes, 


‘COMBERMERE. 


By Catherine Doherty 











friends, again) of a few 
ducks and a few hens to do 
some work for us too. They 
would give us some eggs, and 
some meat, which would be 
just grand. But they need 
“a house,’ a coop. And to 
build one means FIFTY 
DOLLARS. For both of them 
—the ducks and the hens. I 
wonder ...I think I will 
place this need in the hands 
of St. Isidore, and thus get 
acquainted with the patron 
of the Rural Apostolate. Yes 
. that.is exactly what I 
will do .. . So please, St. 
Isadore, help us! 








Begging, friends ... IS 
REALLY HARD. I often write 
about how hard it is. Con- 
sider. We have a lovely 
house. Now most of our out- 
buildings are built, except 
the above mentioned, and a 
honey house ( a must with 
bees on ine premises). That 
will end the utility buildings, 
BUT ONLY BEGIN THE 
LIVING QUARTERS. For 
though we have been in 
Madonna House only a little 
over a year, the place is al+ 
ready too small for us. We 
need more room, if we are 
to have the Staff Workers 
this work demands. 

And the only way we have 
of building, or eating, or 
living IS TO BEG. Beg for 
each nail, each piece of 
lumber, for the price of labor, 
for all the staples, for the 
sugar for canning, for the 
feed of the pigs .. in a word, 
for EVERYTHING. Do you 
wonder that if it were not 
for the Lord’s promise—ASK 
AND YOU SHALL RECEIVE 
—we should get utterly dis- 
couraged! 

But in the Lay Apostolate 
there can be no discourage- 
ment. We MUST keep work- 
ing, begging, praying. The 
harvest is so ripe, the labor- 
ers still so few, and the needs 
are ever more urgent. 

Eddie is slowly parting 
company with his bed. He is 
up daily a little more, and 
has even started to type a 
bit on his last book. Yes 
another one — called THE 
DAY OF TERROR, a Catho- 
lic novel. He still has to take 
it easy ... but he is definitely 
on the mend. Thanks again 
for all your good prayers. 





Christ Among The Dictators ¥. 


by Claude McKay 


When the dictators set them up as 
gods, 

To solve the riddle of wealth and 
poverty 

I think: of Jesus who was scourged 
with -rods, 

Who died so that the whole world 
might be free 

From powers who posed as gods to 
rule mankind! 

I think of Jesus and the Pagan 
world, 

To which He said: Can the blind 
lead the blind? 





Boldly the flag of love His life 
unfurled. 

My Lord and Master of the earth 
to whom : 

The men of Caesar’s 
nothing new, 

Who died to break them and above 
the tomb 

Proclaimed the gospel militant and 
true:- 

My pagan life of arrogance and 
dross, 


I lay down all 
your cross, 


line are 


and humbly at 





Old-Style Parent Sees 
Modern Catholic School 
And Mourns at Change 


By William Constable ' 


“I’m of the old school. 
Spare the rod and spoil the 
child! That’s the way we 
were brought up. We went 
to school to learn and when 
we balked like a stubborn 
mule, my father knew it was 
his business to lend a hand.” 

The speaker was Mon- 
signor Hendrick, sitting up 


front before the class. Au-]' 


thorative. Commanding res- 
pect. A big fist raised, a 
twinkle in his eye, a smile 
on his lips. He had a way of 
saying it that made you 
realize he had nothing to 
gain from the advice; that 
it was for your own good. 
We knew he meant every 
word of it. Then followed a 
wisecrack. We laughed. We 
loved him. Sister Imelda 
stood beside him, stern eyes 
flashing a message, threat- 
ening—‘“Laugh, but don’t 
get out of hand. Or suffer 
the consequences.” 

The day was Friday and 
we had just received our re- 
port cards. Some cards were- 
n’t too good. Monsignor 
knew the reason—yes, our 
parents must find out and 
would. His voice assured us 
of that, 

The week-end passed and 
some of us were the wiser 
for it. One of. the boys lived 
close by the school. When 
Monday morning came, his 
mother strolled into the 
room. Class had begun and 
Sister knew why she was 





1D0 BELIEVE, LORD 
= HELPMY 





there. Her boy—well, he just 
cared for nothing or nobody. 
Maybe it was because he 
had lost his father, but he 
wouldn’t even try. A word 
to the teacher—then right 
before the class, the mother 
took hold of her son. The boy 
was more humiliated than 
hurt. Somehow his mother 
felt that was the remedy 
needed. Anyway Sister was- 
n’t bothered by him _ too 
much after that. 
. This happened twenty-five 
years ago. Today, that boy 
is a good father with three 
children and has served in 
the armed forces. |I know 
him, and he’s an alright guy. 
An Age Passes 

But. things have changed. 
In 1948, the word of the 
child is valued over that of 
the teacher. Parents don’t 
seem to realize—have for- 
gotten the pranks we tried 
to get away with in school. 

~ 





Our children are no differ- 
ent. What, I observed at a 
school exhibit proved to me 
that too many parents have 
put the teacher — nuns in 
this instance—on the defense 
—to ke more specific, on the 
spot. I understand this atti- 
tude has invaded all schools, 
public and parochial. 
Parents encouraging their 
children to mischief instead 
of assisting in correcting 
them! It isn’t that the times 
have changed—or that the 
children are different now- 
adays. No! We parents are 
different. We speak of 
juvenile turmoil! What hap- 
pened at the exhibit aston- 
ished me. It was a rude 
awakening of parental for- 
getfulness—the cause Of to- 
day’s wayward children—as 
witness — the newspaper, 
radio, movies. 

‘It was early evening, May 
18th, and we were preparing 
to leave for the class exhibit 
at St. Francis De Sales 
School. The children, Ethel, 
William and Orante, were 
exuberant about the whole 
affair. All were up in their 
marks and felt secure that 
we would be pleased with 
the display. Rather they 
coaxed us, that we should 
attend and make certain 
that we found their desks in 
their respective rooms and 
make a thorough inspection. 

Love That Teacher! 


They loved their teachers. 
Sisters of St. Joseph, and 


“|wanted their teachers to be 


proud of them and _ their 
parents, especially ‘MAMA.’ 
Orante approached his moth- 
er. “Mama, dress up real nice 
and fix your hair up swell. 
Make yourself look beautiful 
when you see my teacher.” 
That was Orante, the young- 
est of the three. It made his 
mother’s heart swell to 
hear him speak so. Orante 
had experienced three trying 
years in school and he appre- 
ciated his teachers. I was 
glad for him; this. fourth 
year was a banner year with 
complimentary remarks, 
honor roll and good report 
card. 


‘The exhibit was to be from 


.|8:00 to 9:30 P.M. We arrived 


at 8-o’clnck. One hour and 
a half didn’t give us much 
time. We couldn’t cover all 
the grades, so we started in 
Orante’s room. Sister Mary 
Leonard looked tireed as she 
greeted the parents and ex- 
plained the accomplishments 
and failures of her thirty or 
forty pupils. Spelling, arith- 
metic, English and _ other 
papers of the fourth grade 
pupils were lying on the 
desks and hung about the 
walls around the room. Beau- 
tiful, artistic drawings were 
also on display. “All free 
hand,” Sister Mary proudly 
pointed out to us as she 
showed the small cards from 
which the larger drawings 
were made. 
The Admired Relatives 

We went to the sixth 
grade, then to the eighth 
grade. These Nuns were do- 
ing a marvelous job and 
the pupils’ papers and draw- 
ings on display proved it. In 
one room we saw on each 
desk compositions in book- 
let form, written by the 
children, concerning a par- 
ticular relative they admired 
—mother, baby brother or 
sister, perhaps an uncle. A 
photo of the favorite rela- 


¢ 


tive was pasted on the cover. 
The rooms looked colorful, 
cheerful and the _ parents 
beamed with pride. Now and 
then a parent with a child 
perhaps not too bright, any- 
way not up in his or her 
marks, disconsolately looked 
about the room, anxious to 
have a word with the teacher. 


Sister Mary Leonard and 
Sister Adelaide Francis look- 
ed at my wife and me, and 
thanked us for our cooper- 
ation in helping them make 
something of our children. 
A strange remark. I was em- 
barrassed at their sincerity. 
They, who forsook all world- 
ly wealth and pleasures .for 
love of God, that they might 
make intelligent men and 
women of our children, and 
help bring them nearer to 
God, were thanking us for 
our cooperation. We — the 
parents! I assured them that 
we felt entirely obligated to 
them for their fine patience 
and hard work. “My one 
trouble,” Sister said, “is 
Billy’s constant chewing of 
bubble gum.” 

Whip Poor Will 

“Sister Adelaide,” I replied, , 
“when he does that again, 
you just paste that gum on 
his nose so that I’ll know 
about it when he gets home. 
Then I’ll knock his nose off.” 
Billy was with us and prom- 
ised his teacher, that it 
wouldn’t happen again. 

“You’ve done me a great 
service in helping keep Billy 
in check.” 

“But Sister Adelaide, he 
is my boy!” 

“True,” Sister Adelaide re- 
plied. “I’m glad you feel that 
way about it. So many par- 
ents are ready to rebuke a 
teacher for making com- 
plaints about their children. 
It makes it so difficult for 
us, particularly when these 
same parents criticize the 
teachers at home or in school 
before their very children.” 
Sister faltered, perhaps to 
hold back tears then con- 
tinued, “The children take 
advantage of us and make 
it more difficult for us with 
the children who try.” 

I was shocked to hear that 
almost unbelievable state- 
ment. I recalled the numer- 
ous things I tried to get 
away with when I was a,boy. 
I never dared complain to 
my parents when my teacher 
scolded me or even bopped 
me. 

What are the parents 
dreaming of today? Cloister- 
ed nuns, dressed in black, 
vowed to Christ—giving their 
all for the good of our child- 
ren—and parents chastising 
the teachers for explaining 
the faults of their children, 
when parents’ help is 
needed! 

Weather-bound Kids 

We went through the other 
rooms and came to the first 
grade. The same room, I had 
started my first class in. “It’s 
been difficult,” Sister Ray- 
mond explained, “It’s rained 
every day for the past four 
weeks. The children have 
been shut in all this time 
both at home and in school 
and they certainly show it. 
The weather has also been 
hard on us and I’m sure it 
is only the Grace of God that 
keeps us going. The weather, 
along with preparing for this 
exhibit has been a terrible 
strain.” 

I knew it and saw it in 
their tired faces. I wondered 
how they put up with it all. 
I thought of the number of 
times I became angry and 
nervous when the children 
got jumpy about the house, 
when they couldn’t get out 
for awhile because it was too 
wet. We have only four 
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ON THE CREDIT SIDE 


(Continued from Page One) 
ours—that it is necessary to 
sky-write, paint in brilliant 
colors, blow the _ loudest 
horn, perform the most spec- 
tacular deed, et cetera—so 
as, at least, to arrest the 
attention of the man on the 
street, or country lane, is 
responsible for much of the 
dullness in our Christian life 
. . . Witness all the loud ad- 
vertising to sell a product; 
all the fanfare required to 
gather the people together 
at any kind of meeting; all 
the beating of drums and 
stump oratory to get the 
people to exercise the right 
to govern themselves by the 
ballot! Is it not manifest 
that the bulk of the people 
need a renewal of interest 
in social, economic and 
spiritual life? 

So many have lost or never 
had proper vision, powers of 
discernment, _ perspicacity. 
Too many are color blind. 
Having misplaced the ability 
to think they merely follow 
the road of the majority. 
They only know from feel 
that it is the common road. 
What matter if it winds on 
and on, like a ribbon en- 
twined in the hair of night? 
They never think about get- 
ting their bearings, or en- 
quiring about the end of the 
road and what may be along 
the way. They are merely 
following the crowd into— 
oblivion. 

And Credit Unions 

The major difficulty, they 
say, about writing an article 
for a paper is to find a theme 
that can be developed into 
something interesting and 
instructive. It has to catch 
the fancy of the generality 
of people with a jibe, a joke, 
or a jingle. Otherwise the 
loftiest wisdom would go 
without notice . . . perfume 
in vain the desert air and 
fail to reach the very people 
you want to instruct. 

It is that way with credit 
unions. We want to make our 
column interesting, interest- 
catching. To do that we 
must first give you the 
“whole picture” to enable 
you to put your finger on 
credit unions as an integral 
part of the entire scheme. 
Once you recognize the need 
it will be an easy matter to 
set them in operation. 

Next month we intend to 
show that many of our rural 
Catholics are as far from 
justice, honesty, and charity 
as a cast-off on a_ desert 
island is from peaches and 
cream. 


O. 
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FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 





(Continued from Page Two) 
come to him? God is good. 

There was a time, last 
year, when I used to serve 
Mass myself for Father 
Dwyer—when the barefoot 
boy couldn’t be present. It 
seems now, those times may 
come again! 








Rural 
Delivery 


Will you please some day 
soon write about MAR- 
RIAGE. The Pope says that 
the restoration of the world 
to Christ must begin with 
the restoration of the home 
... and we are all so confused 
about it ... we want to get 
unconfused as quickly as 
possible. 











—Mrs. B., Oregon 


Indeed we will, dear friend,]- - - 


soon begin in our editorials 
a series of articles on mar- 
riage. It is a vitally needed 
part of the lay apostolate. 

* * * * 

I like Restoration so much, 
I wait for it impatiently, so 
do all my friends, I hope that 
soon you will make it an 
eight page paper. 

—T. C., N.Y., N.Y. 

Some day we will, friend 
... Some day we will... How 
about helping us increase 
our circulation by getting a 
few extra subscriptions? 

* * * * 

A group of us is interested 
in spiritual directions, or 
perhaps we should call it 
spiritual life. Would you 
some day write about it? 
Telling us what are the best 
spiritual exercises for the 
laity. It would help us so 
much coming from a lay 
person who knows the score 
and speaks our language. 

—Miss M. K., Alberta 

We will see what we can 
do on this matter. But it 
would be better for your 
group to get hold of a good 
priest and have him explain 
it all to you. He will know 
more, and will do a better 
job than we can. 

a” * *” * 

Couldn’t you make Res- 
toration a weekly paper? We 
need one so. 

—M. D., B.C. 

Wish we could .. . but pub- 
lishing a paper costs money. 
As it is, one issue of Restor- 
ation costs about $65, or 
more, for printing, mailing, 
etc., and each penny of this 
must come from subscrip- 
tions. When we.reach forty 
or fifty thousand subscribers 
—maybe—How about help- 
ing us toward that goal? 

* * * * 

God bless you . . . for pub- 
lishing Restoration ...itisa 
much needed paper... and 
its best point is that it pre- 
sents the WHOLE VISION 
OF THE LAY APOSTOLATE 
FIRST AND THEN DEALS 
WITH ITS INTEGRAL 
PARTS. My blessing on your 
work. ™ shail remember you 
in my Masses. 

—Rev. F. J. X: M., Ont. 


ALL MEN ARE BROTHERS 








The Holy Eucharist em-} 
,children—what would we do 


braces all men of all races, 
tongues, and nations. It dis- 
tinguishes not between Jew 
and Gentile, barbarian and 
Scythian, slave and free. In 
all it sees only souls. 


—Jose Guadalupe Trevino, 
The Holy Eucharist. ! 


THE B’s CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 


sung the ‘Te Deum for me, 
when tears silenced my 
voice .. . took me in when I 
was homeless and beaten 
down by Christ’s enemies. 

' Yes ...I1 will always re- 
member Dorothy Day as she 
was fifteen years ago. A thin, 
quiet, ill-dressed woman who 
carried the shadow of God’s 
face on hers... and brought 
others into Its everlasting 
peace. 

THANK YOU, DOROTHY 
THANK YOU, PETER 
MAURIN ... THANK YOU 
ALL, PAST AND, PRESENT 
MEMBERS OF THE CATHO- 
LIC WORKER ... FOR ALL 
YOU HAVE DONE FOR THE 
FOUNDRESS OF FRIEND- 
SHIP, HOUSE ... AND FOR 
FRIENDSHIP HOUSE IT- 
SELF ... SHE AND IT 
HOPE THAT SOME DAY 
...IN SOME WAY... WE 
MAY REPAY THIS EVER- 
LASTING DEBT... MAY 
GOD BLESS YOU ... GUIDE 
YOUR STEPS IN HIS WAYS 
... AND GIVE YOU HIS 
PEACE ... NOW AND FOR- 
EVER. ; 

I have been asking for 
Staff Workers repeatedly in 
the recent issues of Restor- 
ation and I certainly need 
a few dedicated souls for the 
inner circle of this our new 
Friendship House, ,rural 
apostolate in Canada. Many 
have responded, all inquir- 
ing about the “requirements” 
for that vocation. For voca- 
tion it is, in its real, and 
truest sense. I am planning 
to write a detailed pamphlet 
on it soon, but in the mean- 
time, here are a few high- 
lights. 

Age limit preferrd: 20 - 30 
years old. Because of the 
ruggedness of the work and 
life, this is the best age, as 
time has proved. Exceptions 
are made, but with great 
selectivity. 

Men and women are ac- 
ceptable. Any race or nation- 
ality. Married couples are 
considered. All must be Ca- 
tholics of course. 


A doctor’s certificate issued 
within the previous month 
to acceptance is a must, as 
is a character reference from 
Parish priest or ‘spiritual 
director. 

The best way to find out 
about it all is to see for your- 
self. A week with us here in 
Combermere will clarify all 
points beyond doubt. Why 
not come and spend one? 
And talk things over. It is, 
in the long run, the best way. 
Of course all arrangements 
CAN be made by mail. So if 
you are interested .. . come 
or write. 


0). 


OLD-STYLE PARENT 
(Continued from Page Three) 





if we had 30 or 40 to put up 
with, and not our own at 
that — particularly if they 


/ were all from 5 to 6 years 


old? 
How do they do it? 





The Ideal Apostolate ! 





1. Its object will be the 
sanctification. of its members 
by prayer and_ apostolic 
work. 


2. It must be “subject to 
proper ecclesiastical author- 
ity. 

3. It must be based on a 
sound devotional foundation, 
embracing a profound faith 
in the Holy Trinity—in God 
the Father and the love He 
bears His children, in God 
the Son, the Redeemer, and 
in God the Holy Ghost, the 
Sanctifier. 


4. It must be truly Thris- 
tocentric, that is, based on 
the doctrine of the Mystical 
Body of Christ. 


5. It should embrace a 
devotion to Mary propor- 
tionate to the place she 
occupies in the scheme of 
Redemption as the channel 
of all graces. 

6. It must insist on reg- 
ular prayer as an essential 
ov of the meetings and of 
he daily lives of the mem- 
bers. 


7. It must give the priest 
his rightful place as teacher, 
counsellor and guide of the 
members, and while it re- 
mains a lay movement, its 
laicism must not become 
ageressive.” 

8. It must carry on an 
apostolate based on _ per- 
sonal contact in a manner 
that is at once enterprising, 
effortful and self-sacrificing. 


9. It must be open to all 
practising Catholics who are 
sincere and willing to acquire 
the spirit. 

10. Its Constitution must 
be such as to combine the 
intense order necessary for 
discipline with the flexibility 
macorg we d for a. successful 
apostolate. 

11. It should hold meetings 
at least weekly, and insist on 
attendance at these as a first 
duty of membership. 

12. Spiritual direction 
should form an essential part 
of the meeting, which should 
be designed primarily for 
apostolic action. 

13. The members must be 
taught that they are always 
on duty for souls, a leaven 
in the community. 

14. Humility must especial- 
ly be inculcated, because it 
is both the instrument and 
cradle of apostolic action. 

15. Each member should be 
allotted a definite work ob- 
ligation every week, and be 
expected to report the fol- 
lowing week on how he has 
carried it out. 

16. The spirit of kindliness 
and harmony between mem, 
bers must prevail. 

17. The Holy Eucharist, 
both as a Sacrifice and Sacra- 
ment, should occupy a cen- 
tral position in any apostolic 
system, because it is the 
source of graces required for 
action and a powerful in- 
strument of conversion. 

18. Study should always 
be regarded as a means to 
apostolic action, and not as 
the end in itself. 





19. The ideal of the move- 
ment should be to establish 
personal contact with as 
many people as_ possible, 
good and bad, with the pur- 
pose of bentfiting all. 

20. All work should be 
allocated and controlled by 
the movement. 

21. Politics and class dis- 
tinctions should be non- 
existent within the move- 
ment. 

22. Vagueness of every 
kind should be avoided es- 
pecially in the allocation and 
performance of work. 

23. The work done each 


week should be really sub-- 


stantial. ° 

24. The spirit of super- 
natural charity should per- 
vade the whole movement. 

25. The idea of the move- 
ment should be to train its 
members to pass on to others 
the picture they themselves 
have in their hearts of the 
Faith and all it means to 
them. 


26. The direct approach to 
souls be the first consider- 
ation. 


27. The ultimate aim 
should be the patient appli- 
cation to the ills of human- 
ity of the religious system 
of the Catholic Church. 
(From, SOULS AT STAKR, by 

Ritter and Mitchell.) 


———————_0-—_-—__—___ 


The Sharer of Dreams 


A dream—it is a fragile thing. 
New born, it waits a welcoming 
Before it wings its gleaming way 
Into the day. 


A dream has a tenacious hold 
Upon the heart which, shy or bold, 
Bares to’ carry the vision bright 
Into the night. 


A dream is difficult to share, 
And only those who deeply care 
Partake of its creating power 
Within its hour. © 


Sharers of dreams are chosen men, 
Opening the gates of heaven again, 
Bringing the dreams of God anew 
Into our view. 

—IG 








TUMBLEWEED— 


Eddie Doherty $2.75 
Published by Bruce, 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


GALL AND HONEY— 
Eddie Doherty $2.75 


SPLENDORS. OF 
SORROW— 
Eddie Doherty $1.25 


FRIENDSHIP HOUSE— 
Catherine de Hueck 


DEAR BISHOP— 
_ Catherine Doherty $1.75 


These books can be ob- 
tained in Canada at the 
CAMPION BOOK SHOP, 
1184 Phillips Place, Mon- 
treal, Quebec. — In the 
U.S.A. direct from the Pub- 
lishers, Bruce Publishing 
Co., of Milwaukee, or 
Shed and Ward, New York. 
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